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Dally Work,

In the name of CGod advancing,
Bow Lthy sced nt morning light;
Theerlly the furrows turning,
Labor on with ull thy might.
Look not to the far-off future,
Do the work which nearest lies;
Sow thou muxt bofore thou reapest,
Rest at lust 18 Inbor's prige,

Standing still s dangerous ever,
Toll s meant for Christinns now:

Lot there be, when l‘l'Pl'IlI51 cometh,
Honest swent u!mn thy brow;

And the Master shall come smiling,
At the setting of the sun,

Saylng, n=2 he paya thy wages,

< UGood and falthful one, well done!™

‘ ~Translated from the German.

HER LOVE TEST

By Kathryn B, Hondersen
(Copyright, 1904, by Dally § Pab.Co.)

t It was a bright, sunny October after-
noon that pretty Martha Linton pre
sented herself In the cosy sewing room
f her dear friend, Jennle Brooks.
Thelr greeting was cordial and affec-
tunate. Both had gone to the altar
the same week, four years previous,
and e¢ach had confidentially informed
the other thelr husbands were model
men not less than a score of times
during that period,

“l was Just thinking of you, my
dear,” sald Mrs. Brooks, “Lay aslde
your wrap and take your favorite chailr
by the window., How pleasant it is
today! Really, if 1 didn't have so
much on hand [ would put on my
things and go downtown on & pretense
of shopping.”

She rushed ahead In her old school-
girl fashion, meanwhile deftly eutting
out and arranging a dainty lttle apron
which promised to be coquettish in
design,

“You ought to be happy, Jennie,”
said young Mrs. Linton. *“Henry re-
marked to me last evening that he

“Indeed!" sarcastically.
pelieved that John was the best heart-
ed man of his acquaintance.”

A pleased smile ran over the rosy
fuce of Jennle Brooks.

“1 think we two are to be envied of
our hubbys, don't you?"

The only reply was an affectionate
nod on the part of Martha,

“But have you heard of the eurous
treatment Mrs, Danks gives her hus
band,” rattled on Jennle,

“No, : haven't. My dear, what——"

“Why. she says Mr. Banks jilted her
g:ster before he married Mrs, Banks,
amd that the sister really died of a
brol en heart., Of course, his wife
didn't Kknow the truth until her sister
told 1t all on her death bed, aed from
that day to this Mrs, Banks has never
e g teyling 1o make Mr. Banks' e
perfectly mberable. Every one cays
she pays no more attention to house
hold afairs than If she were board-
fnx For wmy pert, 1 don't see how
e Pankd can put up with such con
dact.”

it kel permeetly devoted to her
o 0= Sost as attentive and soliciton
ne e e n e What a perfect man!’

Lidl 1 llll!ll‘ Wil srent in o matay!
e e incs ol eandnlen @ coneernine
b Banle wrmenuuale lot, 2= In

criticlsing the varlous retallating
measures his wife was inflicting.

As Martha Linton wended her way
homeward her brain was busy with the
tale she had heard. The novelly of
such & gcheme and the savor of ro
mance It held lent it a peculiar inter-
est. She had an idea. Things were
growing a little tame—why not test
Henry's love this way?
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The mellow, hazy, beautiful October
days wore apace and Henry Linton
congratulated himself on possessing
the most delightful of wives. He was
& happy man at home and was proud
of her. Business was flattering in s
outlook, all the future seemed falr,
and what more comld he wish.

“Henry, | want a sealskin wrap this
winter!"™ sald his wife at breakfast,

A pgood-humored smile spread over
his features as he listened. Then he
raised his eyebrows In exaggerated
surprise.

“You mneedn’'t look so horrified,
Henry,"” she said, a little annoyed al
his expressive face,

“lI am not horrified—I am simply
shocked,” he sald with assumed grav-
Ity.

“Indeed!" sarcastically.

Henry Linton went to busglness
somewhat irritated at the unwontedd
display of his wife’'s disagreeableness,
but his displeasure wore away before
he reached his office,

Before he went home he went to a
leading fur establishment and selected
A handsome seal garment. He ordered
it laid aside and to be delivered at s
office before Thanksgiving day.

“My bonny darling shall have her
wrap before cold weather sets in,” was
his thought as he went out of the
store, He felt happy that he was
able to gratify her wish. A year
previous such expense was not to be
considered. What a surprise It would
be!

He found the evening a .ittle dull
Martha was busy with her fancy work.
Without being actually uncivil, she
was wholly engrossed with her own
affairs, The evening wns an fllustra-
tion of what followed during the week.
The days drifted on and Thanksgiving
drew near. There was no change in
Martha's studious demeanor.

At first Linton resented her lack
of affection. He spoke of it frequent-
ly. Then pride bheing aroused, he do-
termined to meet indifference with in-
ditference. He concluded his intended
gift would not meet with appreeiation
if offered wuilc matters were so un-
pleasant, and he ordered It for Christ-
mns,

Thanksgiving day came and was al-
most forgotten, and the monotony of
Henry Linton's home galled him. Sev-
eral times he sought by cheerfulness
and playful affection to bring about
the old sweet way again, but his efforts
were dismal fallures,

Humilinted and wounded, he grew
angry. With the subsiding of 1l na-
ture came a feeling of carelessness,
Then neglect cerept In.  If his wite
cared nothing for him he was not
bound to lavish his affection on her,
If it pleaged her to withdraw from his
love and extend nothing but a tame
friendliness, all well and good,

One morning as he sat in the crowd-
ed traln his attention was attractoed
by n velled face, A palr of bright
eyes twinkled rogulshily at him. When
he reached hig oMce he discovered his
necktie  ridieulously  awry, “"Why
didn’t Martha tell me how [ looked
at breakfast,” he thought, as he re-
flectedl how oddly he must have ap-
peared. No wonder the falr stranger
was amused. It was only another evl-
dence of the indiference his wife man-
ifostedl toward him, The Ilncident
vexed hlm,

The next morning he again chanced
to sit near thé lndy who had smiled at
him. 8he looked up, their eyes met.
A glance of recognition told she re-
membered him,  He scrutinized her
qarefully and came to the conclusion
that she was attractive. That day he
wticed a friend was acqualated with
wr.  Iequiry followed,

“Slte I8 Mrs, Jackzon, IHer husband
Hed during thelr honeymoon, and sha
i8 now employed as sccretary of irop
3teel & ., the contractors, She s

one of the gay widows, Linton, so he-
ware!” was the result of his question-
ing.

4 the days went on Henry Linton
learned to walch for the jaunty hat
and pretty face as he stood on the
platform waiting for the train. Soon
#e smile, distant yet not unfriendly,
whs the result. A little courtesy of-
fered In a jostling crowd in helping
her from the car sleps was the begin-
ning of what proved a pleasant ac-
quaintance. .

“You seem a little depressed this
morning,” she said one day, as they
occupled seats together. “1 wonder if
somebody was cross this morning at
breakfast?”

“You have divined the truth,” he
replied. “Not really cross, but Indif-
ferent."

“I'm sorry,” she sald, archly.

There was no change in Martha Lin-
ton's course. She was not always 11l
tempered, but she managed to make
herselfl utterly apathetie without ap-
pearing to make it intentional. Two
months had passed In this way.

“Do you know, Clara,” sald Linton,
after greetling his train friend. “that
I belleve life Isn't worth living with
the heart starving for love and affec-
tion.”

They had long since addressed each
other by thelr christian names, and
were now on the footing of familiar
friendship. )

“You echo my sentiments exactly”
was her reply. “There is no use in
going through life unhappy on that
gcore.”

“Are you perfectly happy?"

“Well—I am this morning,"” she re-
plied, looking into his eyes,

He pressed her hand unobserved by
others, and the pressure was returned.

All day Henry Linton was preoccn-
pied. His thoughts continually rever'-
ed to the morning's Incident., Alone
in his private office, he paced the floor.
He reviewed his married life from
the hour he vowed faith and fidelity at
the altar to the miserable preseat.
Wherein had he falled as a lover, as
a husband. The thought occurred to
him that perhaps Martha's heart had
gone out to another, Such things had
happened, and werc happening every
day. He would have an understand-
ing with his wife. If she did not love
him in the old way she would be at
lherty to go. Did he love her? Yes,
his heart told him, but this continual
apathy was slowly driving all love
from his life, Then, there was Clara.
She was always pleasant and ready
with a smile. Bhe was pretty, too—
and every ready with kindest sympa-
thy. What a tender love she could
bestow!

That night Martha was invited ont
to tea, and Linton's intended interview
was postponed indefinitely. He spent
a quiet evening with his papers, and
retired early.

As he gtood waiting for the train the
next morning he became aware that
he was impatient for its coming.
Clara Jackson ‘would soon appear, for
she lived near and always came just
as the train rumbled up to the sta.
tion, It lacked five minutes before
she would smile into his eyes. Did
he love her? he asked himself. He
assured himsell that he did not—but
then, he cared for her in a way. Hers
was a delightful friendship, and then
she was sympathetiec. Why could not
this friendship ripen Into a passionate
attachment—the train of thought was
interrupted Ly the sight of the ap-
proaching train. A musical volee at
his slde remarked:

*A penny for your thoughts!"

“Good morning, Mrs. Jackson,” re-
plled Linton, “Perhaps they are worth
more than you offer.

“Perhaps,” she replied, doubtingly,

Seated at last in the coach, while
mentalty commenting that she looked
remarkably attractive In her tallor-
ma le suit, he remarked: “I was think-
ing of yon,"

A vivid flush dyed her face,

For a little while nelther spoke,
There was something of restraint be-
tween them, Curiously enough both
feit they had reached a point at which
it would be declded whether the future
wis to be more or less than thelr past.

He selzed ber hand within the foids

of her dress, and with hurrled words
outlined his domestic affairs, and com-
mented on the strained r-lation exist-
ing between him and his wife,

“I am hungry for love and affec:
tion,” he said, “and I seem Instinetive-
ly drawn to you, I have been canid
and truthful with you and yon know
my situation. 1 have tried love, and,
trusting in ite endurance, have found
marringe an {llusion.”

When they parted she promised to
meetl him the next day.

“Are you going out this evening?”
queried Martha Linton, as Henry took
up hig hat, shortly after thelr evening
meal,

“Why do you ask.”

“l thought if you did not have par-
ticular business on hand you might re-
main with me Instead of golng out.”

“1 did not suppeose you cared enough
for my soclety to want me to stay,”
he returned, gravely.

“Oh! yes 1 do,” she replied. “Yon
have been away so much evenings
that I have been very lonely.”

Henry Linton's heart throbbed
quicker than it had for weeks. He
stood in the middle of the room, hat
In hand, looking at his wife. B8he
sprang from her seat, and, coming
close to him, smiled up Into his eyes,

“I will gtay If you choose it s0,” he
sald, returning the smile,

“l choose to have you, then,” wns
the laughing response,

In her piguant way she arranged hls
chair and hera before the glowing
grate. In half an hour the old-tima
terms of endearment fell from their
lips as of yore, and for the first time
in three months Martha's lips sought
those of her hushand.

Henry Linton did not go to the little
rallway station at his usual time the
following morning. He took the next
train, and as he left home he left a
kiss on Martha's lips.

“Can’'t you come home early thils

“Oh, yes | do,” she replied.
evening, dear?" she asked at the door.

“I will If nothing prevents,” he sald
gayly, waving his hand to her.

An hour later he penned the follow-
Ing note:

“Mra. Jackson: 1 sincerely prize
the confidence you have given me,
simply because it was given me freely,
I will never violate It. Since our con-
versation I have learped that the love
I thought was a chimera i the truest
and best gift in my possession. I am
in honor bound to give what I exact,
and it is my firm intention to be true
to mysell and my love,

"Forget me, Snould we meet it will
bo as friends only, Respectfully,

OOH‘ ".ll

Henry Linton never asked an ex
planation for Martha's pecullar course,
In her heart she resolved never again
to clond her life with foolish expest-
ments in the way of retallation for a
moment's irritation or a passing
mood’s crossness, but she never knew
the danger.

She Must Be Doing S8omething,

“Eve never went to &4 woman's
club.”

“"No, but perhaps If she had she
would not have found time to sample

tha frult."—Illiscls State Journal
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